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	1. Red Plastic Cup

Red plastic cup in his hand, Jason tripped and stumbled and probably would have had pictures of him face down and ass up plastered all over Facebook if a strong arm hadn't caught him around his waist and hauled him upright.

"I am gonna make out with you so hard when I'm sober," Jason promised, leaning into his far less inebriated foster brother while he waited for the treacherous ground to stop moving.

Dick laughed and kissed his temple, "Sure, Jaybird."


	2. French Kissing

When Damian demanded—this was Damian after all and asking would be far too polite—Dick teach him how to French, he was half-tempted to tell him to watch Cruel Intentions and walk away because 1) wow, rude much? and 2) there was a hefty ten year age gap between Dick and the sixteen-year-old. Even as he opened his mouth he wasn't quite sure which reason was going to tumble out.

"You taught Todd and Drake," Damian huffed, crossing his arms over his chest.

Dick snapped his mouth shut, his cheeks burning. When had that gotten around? Were his brothers gossiping with each other? Was that a good thing or a bad thing? On the one hand, they were non-violently socializing, on the other hand, what kind of terrible things could they get into if they were non-violently socializing?

"I merely want what I am due."

"And you think you're due a makeout session," Dick said flatly.

"Why shouldn't I be?"

And okay, Dick decided, he was a terrible brother and role model because he didn't have an answer for that. He didn't have an answer for why he shouldn't be teaching his youngest brother how to kiss because he'd done it with his other brothers. Why was this only looking questionable to him now? Look at your life, Grayson. Look at your choices.

Dick cleared his throat and shifted uncomfortably in his desk chair. He shut his laptop and the words "Yeah, okay" were barely out of his mouth before Damian was in his lap. Hands pulling his hair and lips pressing firmly against his with non-novice finesse, Dick made a mental note to corner Tim and Jason later to find out exactly how his "lessons" had come up in conversation, fairly certain he already knew exactly what type of non-violent socializing had been going on. Right now though, he had important bottom lip biting to do.


	3. Sexy Ambush

Dick nudged his door shut behind him with his foot and cocked his head at Jason lounging on the extra-long twin—the largest bed that would fit in his dorm room without squishing out the rest of the furniture—and Tim sitting upside down on his desk chair, his hair not over-styled for once and brushing the floor like one of those troll dolls Babs used to collect.

"Is this a sexy ambush?" he asked, dropping his book bag onto the floor next to the end of his bed frame.

It landed with a thud and, hmm, hopefully his financial calculator was sturdy because he was pretty sure the brunt of that weight had just landed on it. Both of his foster brothers—stepbrothers? Bruce had never officially adopted Dick like he had Jason and Tim—were still in their Gotham Academy uniforms although they were decidedly mussed. He toed off his shoes and plopped down on the mattress, bouncing a little as he leaned back on his arms. Jason tugged off his already loose tie, exuding smug, and tucked his legs beneath him into a kneeling position. While Jason moved in, covering Dick's eyes with the dark red silk, Tim rolled off the chair almost completely graceless. Dick might have laughed, except—

"Yeah. This is a sexy ambush."

* * *

><p>AN: For the smutty continuation check out my AO3 or tumblr which I've linked to in my profile.


End file.
